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Adam, who was now almost dry, flung him-
self, dog and all, into the stout man's lap.

* Uncle Reuben, a fat man on a horse tried to
whip me, but he could not.    Can we eat now?'

* You   must   dress   yourself/   Reuben   said,
putting his book down and reaching out to a
pile of minute clothes near to him.

Adam stood up on Reuben's thighs, putting
his hands round Reuben's neck, Reuben clasped
him round his small naked body, holding him
lest he should fall.

4 And who was this fat man?' he asked,
moving his face a little; the small dog, when he
saw what Adam was doing, was trying the same
with the addition that he would lick Reuben's
cheeks. The fire threw a shining colour on
Adam's body. He seemed to be surrounded
with a nimbus of light.

*  Mother said he was my Uncle Walter. . . .
Can we not eat now? *

He jumped suddenly off Reuben's thigh and
had scuffled into a shirt and a pair of diminutive
blue trousers. His legs were bare.

* Mother,  can we not eat now?'    He ran
towards Judith, who stopped to look into the pot.

' Whom do you think I have seen?' she
asked Reuben.

*  I know.    Adam told me.'

He spread his black riding-coat for her and
she sat down, leaning her head against his knee.
She looked up and could see the dark fans and
wheels of the trees flecked with cool shell-white sky,

4 Yes,  Walter.    After all these years.    He